ENCOUNTERS

dressed man overtook me and addressed me by
name.   I can remember all sorts of useless things,
such as the number of the house in which I was
born and the date of the coronation of Charle-
magne ; but I have the disastrous habit, when con-
fronted with a sudden crisis, of entirely forgetting
both the names and the faces of people quite well
known to me.   The young man smiled confidently
at me, and I smiled at him.

" Hello! " I said, and, feeling sure that I knew
him, I took his arm.    Then I said, uncertain:
" Who are you ? "   He said : " Oh, I'm nobody.
But I wanted to speak to you.   I hope you don't
mind."   (He did not guess that he was gravely
interrupting creative refle&ions upon my new novel.)
He then informed me of his name, and his age
(nineteen), and said further that his father kept a
raiment shop close by, and Sill further that his
father, in addition to a retail business for men,
owned a manufactory of ladies' underwear.   He
told me that he had followed my printed advice to
keep a Journal and how to live on twenty-four
hours a day, and that he had read H. G. Wells's
" Short Outline of History " and .intended to read
H. G. Wells's longer " Outline of History 3\ and
that he had written some articles and read a short
history of philosophy,  and desired to make a
thorough Study of philosophy, and desired to write
but could not decide whether it would be better
to Start in the lowbrow vein or in the highbrow
vein.   And would I give him counsel?